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a godly dignity. She was close enough to note his
black eyes and full eyebrows, his wheaten com-
plexion and the diamonds sparkling on his chest.
Behind him stalked a string of leopards. Anarkali's
eyes were dazzled by the superbly attired cavalry,
rich in gold morions and coats of mail, and by the
scarlet-clad Pathan falconers whose noses bore a
strangely acciptrine resemblance to their charges.
In stateliness Akbar passed, and she gaped in
wonder at his splendour.
The city's minarets flashed their grandeur in
the waning sunlight. Later, from the palace tower,
alone with Salim, she watched the crowds partaking
in the Fair. From the great citadels the swirling
masses came, clad in gowns which reminded her
of pools of Persian lilac. The drums boomed their
insane rhythms through the night.
Through the tapestry of leaves Anarkali,
enervated by the music, viewed the scene with
amazement. The air was thick with the odours
of spice and garlic, musk and sandlewood, camphor
and sweating bodies. Involuntarily Anarkali
clutched Salim's arm. She was vaguely depressed
by the limitless sadness of the music and by the
religious exaltation of the fakirs.
*         '         *                 #
THE following morning Salim's servants brought
her pomegranates and buttermilk. These men
were obeisant to her beauty; they were aware that
the Prince was as wax in her hands. Rumours of
her physical attributes spread swiftly to the harem
of the imperial palace. There Akbar's wives,